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THE CRYPT-KEEPER 


THE VAULT-KEEPER 


THE OLD WITCH 





SO WtUT? SO VOW, TOO. CAN JOIM THE 

E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB! 

FOR AN INDIVIDUAL MEMBERSHIP, FILL OUT THE 
COUPON AND SEND IT IN. TOGETHER WITH 2 5$. 

IF FIVE OR MORE OF YOU WISH TO JOIN AS 
AN AUTHORIZED CHAPTER, ENCLOSE EACH 
MEMBER'S NAME AND ADDRESS, ALONG WITH 
25 $ FOR EACH NAME, AND INDICATE THE NAME 
OF THE ELECTED CHAPTER PRESIDENT. WE 
WILL NOTIFY EACH PRESIDENT OF HIS CHAPTER 
NUMBER. EVERT MEMBER, CHAPTER OR 
INDIVIDUAL, WILL RECEIVE HIS KIT DIRECTLY... 
BY RETURN MAIL. 


THE E.C. FAN -ADDICT CLUB 
ROOM 7 Ob 

225 LAFAYETTE STREET 
NEW YORK 12, N.Y. 

SO, ALL RIGHT/ SO HERE'S MY TWO 
BITS. SO MAKE ME A MEMBER, ALREADY, 
AND SEND ME THE THINGS AND STUFF LIKE 
WHAT THE KID UP THERE GOT... S Of 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE NO 

STATE 
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HEH.HEHf I SEE YOU’RE HUNGRY FOR HORROR AGAIN. WELL.REST ASSURED. YOUR A PPETITE WILL BE 
SATISFIED. IN FACT, WHEN you're THROUGH with this PUTRID PERIODICAL, YOU will have. LOS 
APPETITE ENTIRELY, so don't just stand there DROOLING. COME IN' * e ^c°me once MORE TO THE 
CRYPT OF TERROR, this is your HOST in HOWLS, '(OW ^ AUS£AT,NG .^ R /,l^>J^^ A fr Y ^'rF^^R 
CHILL YOUR SPINE and CURDLE YOUR BLOOD with THE SPINE-TINGLING TALE OF TERROR 


READY TO 
I CALL... 


The evening performance is over and thecirci 

GROUNDS ARE SILENT SAVE FOR THE FLAPPING OF 
CANVAS AND THE OCCASIONAL SNORT OFA CAGED 
OVERHEAD, A COLD MOON ILLUMINATES 


ANIMAL. 

THE MIDNIGHT LANDSCAPE. SUDDENLY, A SHADOWY 
FIGURE EMERGES FROM ONE OF THE DARKENED 
TENTS AND GLI DES QUIETLY ACRO SS THE MIDWAY,, 
WHISPERING... || • . . >> — 



The woman peers into the 

SHADOWS, STRAINING TO SEE, HER 
HEART RACING. THE MAN STEPS 
INTO THE DIM COLD LIGHT, HIS ARMS 
EXTENDED. ■ ■ l i -> 


The man looks into the woman's 

EYES, GREY-GREEN IN THE.MOONUGHT. 


They embrace. ..warmly. 
PASSIONATELY... HUNGRY LI 
HOLDING CLOSE... I~Z±= 


►he TAUNTS 

ME, ERIC. HE HAS 
ALWAYS TAUNTED 
ME WITH THIS 
POWER HE HAS 
OVER ME.' 


BUT... YOU SAID 
YOU CAN ONLY 
READ THE ^ 
THOUGHTS IN ^ 
HIS MIND HE I 

WANTS you J 
TO READ/ 


WHAT ABOUT YhE IS ASLEEP> 
CARL? J HE DREAMS OF 
\r ^^sa<7 PARIS AND THE 
MjmmS^ouEN he has 

KNOWN ■ ' 


OH, ERIC, 
DARLING. 


MY DEAREST.. 


THE MAN SHAKES HIS HEAD SADLY, STROKING THE 
WOMAN'S SOFT FLOWING HAIR... I T ^ 

WHY DID YOU EVER T IT WAS A MISTAKE, ERIC. I 
MARRY HIM, MARTA? J MISTOOK THIS FREAK OF 
fc c— -W NATURE. ..this ONCE IN A 

LIFETIME occurance... 

THIS ABILITY OF CARL'S TO . 

SpgPj PROJECT THOUGHTS mo 

MINE TO READ THEM. ..FOR 
Ife: ? LOVE / 


we DISCOVERED this ability T i 
QUITE BY ACCIDENT maw YEARS \ 

AGO. CARL IMMEDIATELY RECOG- 
NIZED ITS GREAT VALUE. BEFORE I , 
KNEW IT, WE'D TEAMED UPAS A M/ND- 4 
READING ACT, joined this traveling 
CIRCUS, aw 'H int MARRIED... 


AND YOU'VE BEEN 

UNHAPPYEVER 
SINCE. . . 


MISERABLE? I KNOW now that 
CARL NEVER LOVED ME. I WAS 
HIS SUBJECT...MS THOUGHT- -W 
PROJECTION RECEIVER... A PIECE 
OF APPARATUS... NOTHING MORE. 
BUT NOW I KNOW WHAT REAL J 
LOVE IS... NOW THAT I'VE 
_ met YOU.. > .r^Jtk 


NEVER / if 1 1 


J HE WOULD 
1 NEVER LET 
YOU CO... 
WOULD HE 1 



Carl slips on a robe and comes out of 


The WIND SIGHS ACROSS THE CIRCUS GROUNDS, 
WHISPERS AROUND THE TENT ROPES , GASPS AGAINST 
THE CANVAS. . .CARRYING THE SIGHS, THE WHISPERS, 
THE GASPS OF THE LOVERS IN THE SHADOWS. AND I 
HIS TENT, CARL STIRS UNEASILY.. . OPENS HIS EYES.. 


THE WHISPERING, SIGHING, GASPING WIND. 


HfS VOICE ...AND 
MARTA'S / 


VOICES.' COMING FROM 
BEYOND THE NEW ANIMAL 
TRAINER'S TENT... . 


HER BED/ it IS EMPTY. 7 


MARTA, I, ..I... 
MARTA? MARTA ? 


WHERE COULD SHE BE? 


.AND THEN, SLOWLY, HE RETURNS 


Carl moves through the moon- 
lit NIGHT. .HIS EYES BURNING LIKE 
.LISTENING... 


...LISTENING TO THE E/iGERNESS IN 
HIS WIFE'S VOICE...THE PASSION, THE 
HUNGER... I [ ' i 

HPy - .. BUT LET'S NOT V SWEET 1 
ffl TALK ANYMORE, 1 MARTA... I 
ERIC, DARLING, 

1L HOLD ME..CLOSE... 


TO HIS TENT ONCE MORE. HE HAS 
HEARD ENOUGH. . .|r=SB^=S 


HOT COALS. 


SHE. ..SHE HAS FALLEN 
IN LOVE WITH HIM. SHE 
IS LEAVING ME. SHE... 
I. . .1 MUST STOP HER.' 


...AND AT THE END OF 
THE MONTH WHEN I GET 
MY CHECK, WE WILL , ^ 
LEAVE... YOU and )■ 
I. .TOGETHER... 


PIECES BY WILD BEASlA 


OF COURSE.' TORN TO 

THAT'S HOW I CAN STOP HER FROM LEAVING. 
- THAT'S ITf 


IG ACROSS THE PR INT... BLACK LETTERS ON 
.THE LOCAL NEWSPAPER... j 

W ' WHAT'S THIS'? ‘BODIES DISIN^^ 
r TERRED AT LOCAL GRAVE YARD... 

I TORN TO PIECES AS IF ATTACKED 
r'w BY WILD BEAST.'" 


COLD WHITE. 





Later, when mart* returns from her rendezv, 

AND CRA WLS BA CK INTO BED, CARL PRETENDS HE IS 
ASLEEP-.li jaif-ai ^ 


-AND CROSS DIRECTLY TO THE 
NEW ANIMAL TRAINER'S TENT WITH 
3UN IN HAND-| pii^ 
WEThuh? WHO'S 
THERE 0 WHO 


Carl motions eric out of the 

TENT AND DOWN THE LONG SILENT 
MIDWAY TOWARD THE BIG-TOP... 


IIC STUMBLES TO HIS FEET. 


WHAT'S THE MEANING} SO YOU 
OF THIS, CARL? PUT / WERE GOING 
DOWN THAT GUN...) To RUN OFF 
WITH MY 

■; W/EE.f H, FPic?< 

WELL, WE'LL 

W. S£ E ABOUT 

that' MOVE f 


\GET UP.' 
I AND DON'T 
MANE A 
SOUND.' 


r I, ERIC ?IM ~\ 
NOT GOING TO ' 

DO ANYTHING f 
YOUR LION i 
. WILL DO THE A 

L. work' 


They cross the tanbark floor of the big top 
UNTIL THEY COME TO THE LION CAGE. THE TAWNY 
BEAST PACES BACK AND FORTH HUNGRILY. ■ . 


WITHOUT MY WHIP.'? I'D BE^ 
HELPLESS. ..PARALYZED. . 
UNABLE TO DEFEND MYSELF' 
FOR GOD'S SANE , CARL' , 

IP*, H AYE PITY.' - . 


PITY IS AN EMOTION 
\ BELONGING TO THE 
I PITIFUL, ERIC. , 
WUfo GET IN... aBS 


MY LION.'? 


PUT YOU IN THE CAGE WITH 
HIM. . . WITHOUT YOUR WHIP . 
WITHOUT ANYTHING.. 
JUST YOU AND YOUR 
►w-r LION.' 






GROUNDS ECHO WITH THE BLOOD- 


... AND THEN, THE CIRCUS 
CURDLING SHRIEKS OF A 


Carl swings open the barred door 

ERIC SCREAMS AND GOES SPRAWLING. TH 
SNARLS... H i I lf 11 1 I 


THE RAZOR SHARP FANGS OF A BLOOD-CRAZED BEAST. 


She RUNS WITH THE REST OF TH 
UNTIL THEY COME TO THE LION 
TRAINER’S CAGE... | 


Carl's bed is empty.' outside 
THE TENT, FOOTSTEPS POUND UP 
THE MIDWAY TOWARD THE BIG-TOP. 
MARTA SUPS ON A ROBE AND 
BURSTS FROM THE TENT. ■ ■ — 

WHAT IS IT? WHAT'S T DON'T KNOW: 
HAPPENING ? /it's comin' 


Eric's anguished shrieks awaken 
MARTA A ND SHE LOOKS AROUND 
WILDLY. | 

CAPLf WHAT WAS THAT? 
m CAPLf CA... 


EPICf 

ERIC' 


GOOD LORD' 


DIDN'T YOU HEAR 
WHAT THEY SAID, 

M ARTA?THEY SAID 
HE MUST HAVE BEEN 
PRACTICING HIS 
M ACT f 


r YOU DID IT, ^ 
DIDN'T YOU i Jl 
YOU KILLED 
HIM' YOU KNEW' 


HOW DID ^ THE CRAZY FOOL / HE 
IT HAPPEN?) MUST HAVE COME OUT 
y HERE TO PRACTICE 

HIS ACT.' ^ 


She SCREAMS HIS name twice, and then she just 
STANDS THERE, WATCHING THE BEAST LICK AT THE 
SLASHED AND SHREDDED BODY UNTIL SHE HAS TO TURN 
AWAY AS THE NAUSEA SWEEPS OVER HER.. 





It happens suddenly... without 

WARNING. CARL IS HELPING WITH 
THE DISMANTLING OF THE BIG-TOP 
WHEN THE MAIN SUPPORT TOPPLES.. 


The NEXT DAY'S PERFORMANCE IS 
CANCELLED BECAUSE OF THE TRAGEDY 
THE TENTS ARE LOWERED. ‘ THE 


BUT THERE IS NO DOUBT IN MARTA'S 
MIND AS TO HOW ERIC DIED. CARL'S 
BED WAS EMPTY WHEN ERIC'S SCREAMS 


CIRCUS PREPARES TO MOVE ON. 


GOOD LOGO' 


LOOKOUT' CARL? 


r YOU WILL GET 
OVER IT, MARTA I 


The HEAVY POLE CRASHES DOWNWARD UPON CARL, 
CRUSHING HIM BENEATH ITS MASSIVE WEIGHT... 


TWO IN A ROW.' 
THE CIRCUS IS 

s, JINXED? 


SOMEBODY 
GET HIS 
. WIFE? A 


Marta's voice is cold... callous... as she asks. 


Marta is summoned, she stands impassively ove 

HER HUSBAND'S BODY, SHEDDING NO TEARS.SHOWING 
NO SIGN OF EMOTION. ■■ WW 


SOMEBODY SEND FOR AN 
UNDERTAKER... 


T IT. ..IT WAS AN 
ACCIDENT, t 
MARTA f THE 
WAIN SUPPORT.. 


r HE...HE WILL HAVE ’ 
TO BE BURIED BEFORE 
WE CAN GO ON.' A 




And when the huge support is lifted, carl lies 

DEATHLY STILL ...HIS GLAZED EYES STARING- 




AS THE UNDERTAKER AND HIS ASSISTANT 
INTO THE WICKER. MARTA MOVES FORWAfff. 


Marta looks down at the still form of her 

HUSBAND LYING ON THE TANBARK FLOOR. AND EVE* 
THOUGH SHE REAOS HIS T HOUGHTS, SHE SHOWS NO 
SIGNS OF RECOGNITION. ■ . oaW&g. 

MARTA ? MARTA, I AM ALIVE .' I'M ^©5*19 


MARTA ' PLEASE.' SAVE ME' 

I'M ALIVE.' MARTA ' I'M ALIVE' 
PARALYZED' NOT DEAD' % 

PARALYZED f MARTA? PLEASE. ~ 


WAIT: 


NOT DEAD/ MARTA ? LISTEN TO ME? 
PLEASE / TRY TO HEAR what i 
am THINKING.' I'm PARALYZED, 
MARTA? I'm NOT DEAD ' I'M JT 
PARALYZED' I cahSEE.'x 
can HEAR.' I CAN'T MOVE.' 


Marta looks down into 
PARALYZED EYES THAT CAN 
WHISPERS INTO 


'anythingXmarta? 
you SAY, I. MARTA, 
ma'am ? J NO' . 


' PLEASE DON’T \ 
EMBALM HIM. BURY 
HIM AS HE IS. HE 
WOULD HAVE WANTED . 
- IT THAT WAY ? y 


OH, MARTA.' THANK ^ YES, 
YOU.' THANK YOU' M MA'AM' 


STILL SEE. 

PARALYZED EARS THAT CAN 
STILL HEAR,. ■ ■ fj giwrw 


MARTA? 

OH^GOD? 

1 MARTA. . 


GOOD-BYE, 
L CARL? 


At THE FUNERAL, MARTA STANDS, HER FACE A GRANITE 
BE LOW CARL'S COFFIN... 


MASK, BESIDE THE YAWNING 


YOU CAN STOP THEM, MARTA? THERE'S Sr/LLV LOWER 
TIME. I KNOW YOU CAN HEAR ME. I KNOW THE 
IT? PLEASE.' I BEG or you? DON’T LET £ coffin? 




T HE AFTERNOON WANES' THE NIGHT BREEZE 


The stars come out, white pin-points in a velvet shroud. 

A FIGURE MOVES OVER THE GRAVE MOUNOS... || 

IlSlftf I KNOW you ARE RECEIVING A 

g'MI MY THOUGHTS, MARTA ? I KNOW . . 


COMES UP, WHISPERING OVER THE GRAVE MOUNDS. 
SIX FEET BELOW, IN HIS COFFIN, CARL CONCEN- 
TRATES AS THE PRECIOUS OXYGEN SLOWLY 
DISAPPEARS.. 1 1 IM 1 
MARTA / COME BACKf COME SAVE MET ‘ 
I'LL DO ANYTHING/ ANYTHING/ HAVE J 
PITY ON ME' HAYE PITYf ... 



A SHOVEL DIGS INTO THE SOFT EARTH. 


The DIGGING CONTINUES, THE SHOVEL SCOOPING AWAY 


THE SOFT EARTH. FINl 
SWINGS BACK— ItoTOwif 


MARTA f 
MARTA, 
YOU DID 
COME? YOU 

DID/ i 


MARTA/ DARLING / 1 
OH, LORD... YOU'RE 
; NOT MARTA f ^4 


And THEN AS CARL LIES HELPLESS. ..PARALYZED... LIKE A LION-TAMER WITH- 
OUT A WHIP ...FEELING THE RAZOR SHARP TEETH RIPPING AND TEARING AT HIS 
FLESH. ..UNABLE TO SCREAM AT THE EXCRUCIATING PAIN, HE THINKS OF THE 
NEWSPAPER LYING IN THE MOONLIGHT... THE NEWSPAPER THAT FIRST GAVE HIM 
THE IDEA OF HOW TO KILL ERIC... ' wjy, 


'BODIES DISINTERRED AT LOCAL GRAVE YARD.. 
TORN TO PIECES AS IF ATTACKED BY SOME 
W/LD BEAST/' OH, LORD f THEY WERE WRONG/ , 
\TH!S is no BEAST' it's A GHOUL/ rS 


HEH.HEH? YEP, KIDDIES? CARL 
ENDED up JUST LIKE ERIC ... 
BEING TORN TO BITS and 
UNABLE to DEFEND HIMSELF. 

AS FOR MARTA ... SHE READ CARL'S 
FINAL THOUGHTS, AND GOT 
QUITE A MENTAL PICTURE 
OF WHAT WAS GOING ON/ JUST 
ONE MORE THOUGHT ON THIS 
WHOLE SUBJECT! AS THE BOP 

CEMETERY FORE- 
MAN KEEPS TELLING 
HIS WORK CREWS, 
'D/6 THAT CRA-AEY 




IB STORY BEGINS DURING WORLD WAR tt.WHEN^THE^ 


UNITED STATES MARINES WERE SLOWLY AND PAINFULLY 
INCHING ACROSS THE SOUTH PACIFIC AREA, INVADING Af 
BATTLING FOR EACH BLOODY ATOLL, EACH JAPANESE- 
INFESTEO CORAL ROCK. ONE INKY BLACK STARLESS 
NIGHT, A SMALL BOAT MOVED SILENTLY TOWARD THE 
CORAL REEF THAT RINGED THE PEACEFUL LAGOON OF 
ONE OF THESE JAPANESE- HELD ISLANDS. INSIDE, TWO 
MEN CROUCHED QUIETLY, STUDYING THE DANCING FIRES 


BETTER DROP THE ANCHOR, 
PHIL. THIS IS ABOUT AS 
CLOSE IN AS WE DARE GO 
WITHOUT BEING SEEN. , 


CHECK f 


WHILE I'M CLEARING THE STEEL 
NETTING, YOU START SETTING THE 
DEMOLITION CHARGES, PHIU >£ 


r, uucu( CA! uTATintJS SLIME SAVORERS'f NOW IT'S TIME FOR A JAUNT INTO THE VAULT OF HORROR^ 

S '!?™ ™ 

YELP-YARN FROM MY CREEP-COLLECTION. SO HAVE THE BICARB READY AND ILL V SE 
THE TUMMY-TURNER I CALL... 

IMI 


The anchor slid over the small boat's side 

AND DROPPED WITH A MUFFLED SPLASH INTO THE 
BLACK PACIFIC. THEN, STRANGELY, THE TWO MEN 
BEGAN TO UNDRESS... 





They stood almost naked in the pacific 

NIGHT, MUSCLES RIPPLING. THEY BENT AND SUD 
THE WEIRDLY SHAPED BLACK RUBBER FLIPPERS 
ONTO THEIR FEET.. . PULLED THEIR RUBBER 
MASKS WITH THE ROUND GLASS WINDOWS OVER 
THEIR FACES. ■ . 


Silently, the two members of the united states ' 

NAVY'S UNDERWATER DEMOLITION TEAM... THE FABULOUS 
FROGMEN.. . SLID OVER THE SIDE OF T HEIR SMA LL BOAT 
AND INTO THE CHOPPY PACIFIC... R T" 1 *. "" 

SEE YOU IN4V 
JTH/LE, LARRY fjj 


WELL, TAKE IT 

JiAsr, Phil/, 


^RIGHTS GOT 


READY? GOT THE 
CHARGES. . .TIMERS. 
■ — Tf-a. FUSES? 


' YOUR MIRE 
CUPPERS... 
UNDERWATER 
LAMP. . .HACK- 


With the netting clipped and 

SAWED AND CUT AWAY AND RENDERED 
HARMLESS, LARRY SHOT TOWARDS 
PHIL TO HELP PLACE THE DEMOLI- 
TION CHANGES, MIS LANTERN BEAM 
RUNNING ACROSS THE SANDY 
BOTTOM OF THE LAGOON.. ■ 


...ANO WENT ABOUT THEIR BUSINESS. 
...THE BUSINESS OF CLEARING THE 
WAY FOR THE INVASION OF THE 
FOLLOWING MORNING. THE ONE 
NAMED LARRY GLIOEO DOWNWARD, 
FLICKING ON HIS LAMP, SEARCHING 
OUT THE TREACHEROUS PROfELLER- 


... AS THE OTHER, THE ONE NAMED 
PHIL, SKIMMED BELOW THE SUR- 
FACE TO THE PILI NGS SUNK IN THE 
LAGOON FLOOR. ■■ 



And THEN, SUDDENLY, HE SAW IT... STRETCHING AWAY 
BELOW HIM IN THE GLOOMY MURKY DARKNESS. ■■ THE 


As LARRY CIRCLED OVER THE BED, STUDYING THE 
ABNORMALLY- LARGE SHELLED SEA CREATURES WITH 
THEIR PRICELESS GLOBED GEMS IMBEDDED IN THEIR 
QUIVERING MEATY BODIES, PHIL GLIDED TOWARD HIM. 




MlWUTES LATER, THE SMALL BOAT WAS HUMMING 
SEAWARD. BEHIND, THE DEMOLITION CHAR8ES EXPLODED 
IN THE PLACID LAGOON SIGNALLING THE MIGHTY BATTLE 
WAGONS OFFSHORE TO BEGIN THEIR BARRAGE. LARRY 


The two men surfaced beside their boat, gasping 


W DID YOU SEE IT; PHIL? THERE. ^5 
GASP... THERE MUST BE A FORTUNE 
IN PEARLS IN THAT OYSTER BED? 

I'M 60IN8 BACK. - -GASP. . . DOWN...J' 


\FOOL, 

I LARRY ? I'VE 
SET THE 
CHAR6ES. 
c'mon.' let's 
GET OUT OF 
. HERE? A 


'WE'LL COME BACK, 


LARRY? 

SURE... 


PHIL? AFTER THIS CRAZY ™ 
MESS IS OVER, we'll COME 
BACK FOR THOSE PEARLS, 
we'll be RIC H/saTf, 



At dawn the next MORNING,THE 
assault BOATS STORMED THE 
QUIET LAGOON, AND PROPELLERS 
CHURNED BLOOD INTO THE WATERS 
ABOVE THE OYSTER BED. . . 



V~J DAY? PEACE? IT CAME SUD- 
DENLY... AFTER THE SECOND A-BOMB 
WAS DROPPED. THE JAPANESE SIGNED 
AN UNCONDITIONAL SURRENDER AND 
THE WAR WAS OVER. ■ ■ 


The beachhead was secured. 

THE DEMOLITION TEAM’S WORK 
WAS DONE. LARRY AND PHIL WERE 
SHIPPED ELSEWHERE TO OTHER 
ISLANDS. WITH OTHER LAGOONS. ■■ 


SHIPPING J LETS 


CHON f 


T HEY, PHIL! 

ORDERS' we're 
GOING HOME ' 
WE'RE GETT/N6 
- OUT ' 


THEY SAY THIS ATOM' 
BOMB WIPED OUT A 
WHOLE CITY, phil. 

MAYBE THE JAPS'LL 

SURRENDER now. 
WXJHEN. . . 


) STOP 
' DREAM IN 1 
ABOUT THOSE 
1 PEARLS' 
NOW GET 1 
\BusY/mm 




Larry tried to hide the jealous 

ANGER.. .THE HURT THAT HE FELT. 
GLADYS PREFERENCE HAD COME AS A 
GREA T SHOCK TO HIM . . . 

/’"i-.I WANTEDY't. UNDERSTAND? 
( TO TELL YOU, y'-\J5LA0Y. 

I LARRY / BUT. 

\ WELL... X. 

. /fer 


Phil hao won again, it had 

ALWAYS BEEN LIKE THAT. ..EVER 
SINCE THEIR COLLEGE DAYS. 
THEY'D BOTH COME OUT FOR THE 
SWIM TEAM. ■ 




And now they were back from 

THE WAR, STANDING ON A JAMMED 
PIER FULL OF RETURNED SAILORS 
AND SOLDIERS AND HAPPY LOVED 
ONES, AND PHIL HAD WON AGAIN. ■ . 
*r^E'RE...WEfeET WHEN, PHIL? 


'it'll be a LOVELY] 
PLACE TO TAKE 
GLADYS ON OUR 
\HONEYMOON, 


OH...SURE.M 
SURE ? WELL, 

' CONG R A TULA- I 
iT/ONS, YOU J 
T~V TWO? IW 


) I MEAN... 
/what ABOUT 
r OUR BUSINESS. 
f OUT THERE... 
IN THE PACIFIC? 


Larry convinced phil that after he was mar- 
ried THERE'D BE NO CHANCE TO TRY OUT THEIR 
EOUIPTMENT.ANO PHIL RELUCTANTLY AGREED. THEY 
DROVE OUT TO A LONELY BEACH .. ■ 


Larry had planned it all so carefully? with phil 

DEAO, GLADYS... THE SECRET OF THE PEARfcBED... 
EVERYTHING . . .WOU LO BE HIS... 


LARRY. ' WHAT THE. 

\j*NNN G j»amm 


IT'S GOING TO BE SUCH 
A PITY, PHIL... A GOOD 
SW INNER LIKE YOU. . . 
M ^DROWNING/ jggg 


ri PICKED this > 
SPOT BECAUSE IT'S 
SO MUCH LIKE THAT 

LAGOON, phil? U 


YEAH? IT... IT 
/$/ WELL? 

LET'S eor 


Discharge? civilian clothes 
AGAIN ? FREEDOM FROM REGIMENTA- 
TION . .. DISCIPLINE? THEY WERE ALL 
LARRY'S NOW. AND A SECRET, 
TOO / A MILLION DOLLAR SECRET? 
JUST ONE THING... ONE THING WASN'T 
HIS, YET? GLADYS'... 

I PICKED UP THESE ^ 

SURPLUS FLIPPERS 
AND MASKS, PHIL. 

I THOUGHT WE'D . 

TRY THEN OUT ) 

TONIGHT. 


y' LOOK, ^ 
FELLER? 
I'M GETTING 

MARRIED 

TOMORROW? 

HAVE A 
< HEART/ . 



And LARRY CAME OUT OF THE WATER ALONE WITH 
A GRIM SMILE ON HIS FACE AND TH E STpRY HE'D TELL 


They struggled wildly, there in the foaming 

SURF OF THAT LONELY CALIFORNIA BEACH. LARRY 
HELD PHIL'S THROAT IN A VICE-LIKE GRIP, UNTIL PHIL'S 
BODY WENT LIMP AND LIFE1-EFT IT AND IT SLIPPED 
FROM LARRY'S GRASP AND SANK BENEATH THE OCEAN 
WAVES. . . _ 5, 


GLADYS 90 CLEAR 



Gladys listened to larry as he 

SOBBED OUT THE STORY OF HOW 
THEY'D GONE SWIMMING.., HE AND 
PHIL.. .AND PHIL'D GONE DOWN. ..AND. 




^ BABY, YOU'RE THE < 
MOST GORGEOUS 
DOLL ON THIS SHIP' 

^1... X . . . G ASP. .. i 


C WELL ...GCT 
ON... don't 
JUST LEAVE I 
ME HANG- J 
vJNG.'j-c/ 


i'll NEVER'' 
STOPLOVING 
HIM, LARRY,' 
i SOB.' NEVER... 


\ I'LL BE BACK IN 
THREE MONTHS, 
GLADYS. PERHAPS, 
BY THEN, YOU WILL 
HAVE GOTTEN OVER 
THIS, AND MAYBE X... 


It would take. time larry 
DECIDED.. .TIME FOR GLADYS TO 
FORGET PHIL. IN THE MEANWHILE, 
HE WOULD GO TO THE SOUTH 
PACIFIC. . .TO THE TINY ATOLL WITH 
ITS FABULOUS OYSTER BED. . . AND 
MAKE HIS FORTUNE. . . 


The trip to the atoll was long. 

BUT LARRY DIDN'T MIND IT. ONCE ON 
BOARO.HE LOST NO TIME IN MAKING 
FRIENOS. . . 



Were his eyes DECEIVING him? was the foam and 
THE SPRAY AND THE CHURNING WATER BESIDE THE SHIP 
PLAYING TRICKS ON HIM.OR DIO HE ACTUALLY SEE 
THE BLOATED WHITE BODY?. . 


And was the FOUL ODOR OF the SEA and DECAY 
AND ROTTING FLESH THAT SEARED HIS NOSTRILS 
WHEN HE OPENED HIS CABIN DOOR THAT NIGHT JUST 
LARRY'S IMAGINATION ?. . . I T3BBEII5 


THERE 7 IN the MATER / 
C...X... NO/ IT CAN'T BE / 
I MUST BE SEEING THINGS? 


; WHAT IS ny LARRY? 


Was it a DREAM? or did larry actually SfifTHE 
WHITE PULPY FISH- PITTED FACE IN the porthole 

THAT NIGHT WHEN HE'D BEEN STARTLED OUT OF A SOUND 


HUH? WHO. . .WHO. ..GOOD L ORDT 


WHO... WHO'S OUT. 

^THEREV&r^i 


SSiSXS 


And was it the SEA, or did he actually HEAR 
THAT LAUGHTER ...THAT Rl PPLING BLOOD-CUR- 
DLING LAUGHTER COMING IN FROM THE MURKY FOG 
BEYOND THE SHIP THE NIGHT HE STROLLED THE 
DECK ALONE. 





The SHIP DOCKED AT TAHITI AND 
LARRY LOST NO TIME IN HIRING A 

TAKE HIM SOUTH TO THE 


On that plane trip south... 
SKIMMING LOW OVER THE BLUE 
PACIFIC... WAS LARRY CRAZY.. 


JhE ATOLL CAME UP... A PEARL 
AGAINST A BLUE SATIN SEA- 
LINING. .. GUARDING ITS OWN 
PEARL TREASURE. LARRY CAST 
HIS FEARS FROM HIS MIND WHEN 



The tiny seaplane came down gently and sat 

BOBBING QUIETLY IN THE BLUE LAGOON AS LARRY 
UNPACKED HIS GEAR, REMOVED THE FLIPPERS AND 
THE RUBBER GLASS- WINDOWED MASK, AND BEG AN 


Tiny fish scattered before him as larry shot 

DOWNWARD. HE PASSED THE OLD RUSTED NETTINGS. 
THE SUNKEN ASSAULT BOATS. ..THE WATER-LOGGED 
BLASTED PILINGS. AND THEN HE SAW IT... THE 

OYSTER BED, he swam toward it,,.eagerly.. , 


TO UNDRESS. 


HEY / WHAT'S 
GOING ON? 
YOU GOING TO 
DIVE FOR 
SOMETHING? > 


' YEP.' THERE'S AN OYSTER BED 
IN THIS LAGOON... WITH PEARLS I 
THE SIZE OF YOUR FIST, and 
I'M GOING TO GET ME A FEW. 



Larry was so busy wrenching the largest oyster he could 
FIND FROM THE SANDY BOTTOM THAT HE NEVER NOTICED THE 
PUTRID, SLIMY, WHITE FORM DRIFT TOWARD HIM. AND WHEN ITS 
BLOATED ARMS CLOSED AROUND HIS NECK, AND THE ROTTED FACE 
GRINNED AT HIM, IT WAS TOO LATE... 


PHIL... CHOKE.. 
\GLUGG . . . j 


HEH, HEH? YEP KIDDIES? THAT'S MY YARN. 
THE PILOT OF THE SEAPLANE WAITED 
AROUND FOR LARRY TO COME UP FOR 
SEVERAL HOURS. FINALLY, HE SHRUG- 
GED, WENT THROUGH LARRY'S PANTS, 
EXTRACTED THE MONEY FROM HIS WALLET 
TOSSED THE REST OF LARRY'S GEAR INTO 
THE LAGOON, AND TOOK OFF. MO YOU'LL 
TAKE OFF WHEN YOU RECEIVE YOUR KIT 
l^FROM THE E C. FAN- ADDICT CLUB, now 
"I I'LL TURN YOU BACK TO 

C.K.f i'll see you 
[ NEXT IN MY MAG, THE 
VAULT of HORROR / 
i "BYE/ £.£,That is? 



ft 

hi 



Heh, heh! The crazy mail I'm getting lately! Nobody 
writes criticizing me anymore nobody writes threat- 
ening letters! Now all I get is poetry song titles . 
book titles and proverbs. Looks like the whole coun- 
try's gone arty Well as Lincoln said, "Ya gotta give 
the people what they want.” (Lincoln said THAT?— 
ed.) Yeah . JOE Lincoln he runs a drive-in movie 
outside of Omaha. Nebraska. Specializes in 3-D pictures 
Only cars equipped with Polaroid windshields allowed. 
( Ob , him ! We though! you meant IRVING Lincoln.— ed.) 
IRVING Lincoln? What does HE do? (He goes around 
saying. "Ya gotta give the people what they want." 
—ed.) Oh, HIM! So anyway, here are the latest ad- 
ditions to E.C.'s HORROR HIT PARADE, suggested by 
Bernie and Stanley Ginsberg of Spring Valley, New 
York; Bill Basso and Joe Mignone of Brooklyn, N. Y.; 
Mike Luskin of Philly: P. Houle of Winooski, Vt.; Don- 
ald Kaczmarek of Chicago; Tony Egan and Gregory 
Bonomo of N, Y. C.; Danny Simons of Ardmore, Pa.; 
Maureen Bryan of Alexandria, Ind.; Dennis Bartenbeck 
of Ocean Springs, Miss.; and Peggy DeMars and Lloyd 
Gola of Detroit, Mich. : 


TERRY'S SCREAM (from SLIME-LIGHT) 
BEAUTIFUL, BEAUTIFUL GROUND EYES 
AFTER THE MAUL IS OVER 
SEVEN BLOODLESS NIGHTS (MAKE ONE 
VAMPIRE WEAK) 

I BELIEVE (THAT FOR EVERY DROP OF 
BLOOD THAT FALLS. A VAMPIRE GROWS) 
WITH A TONG IN MY HEART 
I'M SLITTING BY THE WINDOW I WATCHING 
THE BLOOD-DROPS FALL) 

LYMPH-BOATS ARE A-COMIN 

WITH THESE GLANDS 

THE SQUEAL OF TORTURE 

I'M WINCING WITH SPEARS IN MY THIGHS 

RATTLE HYMN OF THE REPULSIVE 

TO THE VAULTS AGAIN WITH YOU 

ON THE TAINTED SIDE OF THE MEAT 

SQUISH ! YOU WERE HERE! 

WHO'S GORY NOW? 

DEEP IN THE HEART OF TEX 

WITH MY HEAD WIDE OPEN I'M SCREAMING 

WHEN YOU GORE HER TWO-LIPS 

YOU'D BE SO NICE TO COME GROAN TO 

IDA TASTES LIKE APPLE CIDER 

THE GIRL THAT I BURY 

SEND ME ONE DOZEN NOSES 

JUNE IS GUSHING OUT ALL OVER 


And here are some more additions to oui LURID 
LITERATURE LIBRARY, sent along by Jimmy Crow of 
Dallas. Texas. Jimmy Teel of Pineville, W Va.. and 
Drury Mo roz of -Springfield. 111. 

SQUISH FAMILY ROBINSON 
WITHERING SIGHTS 
HOW GREEN WAS MY SALLY 
THE LASH OF THE MOHICANS 


THE GIZZARD OF OOZE 
GREAT EXPECTORATIONS (or) 

GREAT REGURGITATIONS 
AGONY AND CLEOPATRA 
ROMEO . . THE GHOUL HE ETI 
LORNA'S DOOM 

And now lor some MORBID MOVIES, produced by 
Darrel Gould of Grand Lake Stream, Maine; and Sue 
Campbell and Amelia Alexander of Waynes ville, N.C.: 
A STREETCAR MAIMED MY SIRE 
THE AFRICAN S SPLEEN 
HIGH STREWN 
HUNG BESS 
CALL ME MAD MAN 
THE GREATEST CHOKE ON EARTH 
WRING SOLOMON S SPINE 
THE FARMER TAKES A LIFE 

Next . . PULSATING POGROMS, beamed in by Walt 
Andrews of Melrose, Mass.; and Willard Johnson of 
Jackson, Miss. 

HATCHET SQUAD 
BUND MATE 
MENACE DAY 
MARTIN SLAIN 
SCARY MOORE 
BLOB HOPE 
DEAD SKELETON 


xrft and probably least some PER 
ETRY: < ? 

3 BANQUET 

We had some friends in to dinner 
Everything was perfectly swell 
But mother spoiled the party 
She simply didn't taste well 

—Lou Ellen Orr 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


k AUCTION L 


Now that the entertainment's over watch outl 
Here come the commercials: E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB 
Don’t be a shzlub. join the club! Send in two bits 
and get your kits. Turn to the cover, and you’ll dis- 
cover the blank, crank! SUBSCRIPTIONS . . Dig the 
new rate, a dollar for eight! THIRD ANNUAL TALES 
OF HORROR The best for you from '52. Send ir - 
quarter, we'll mail out your order! 

The address lor subs, annuals, and mail is: 

The Crypt-Keeper 
Room 706, Dept. 40 
225 Lafayette Street 
N.Y.C. 12. N Y 



The ground was soft and clinging as Farraday 
slipped out of the thick forest surrounding the 
prison wall. There was a heavy mist rising 
from the ground, and all around him he could 
hear the incessant clamor of the jungle. The 
long, dank foliage swished eerily in the hot 
night air . . . it would partially cover the sound 
of his feet moving through the oozy jungle 
lane*. 

Farraday moved along stealthily, like a 
hunted animal, his plan of escape churning 
in his mind. If he could creep through the 
jungle into the miserable little seacoast town 
and hide in one of the grimy steamboats 
moored at the crumbling wharfs, in a week 
or so he’d probably be gone forever from this 
cursed tropical penal colony. The discomfort 
and pain of escaping through the jungle was 
nothing compared to the prospect of another 
five years in prison, Farraday thought to him- 
self. He HAD to get away, at all cost, for he 
could never live through the prison sentence, 
anyway. The giant flies and vicious mosquitoes 
and stinging, blood-sucking spiders swarming 
over the camp by the millions would eat him 
alive long before he was ready for release! 

Farraday paused momentarily, listening in- 
tently for a sound of alarm. Then he straight- 
ened up, ignoring the fact that his sweating 
hands were trembling with nervousness, and 
plunged on through the stifling undergrowth. 
They hadn’t discovered yet that he was gone 
. . every minute he could gain would help im- 
measurably in his getaway. 

He was coming to clearer ground now: the 
earth was dry and sun-parched, the trees were 
spaced further apart and the grass was lower 
and less matted. He'd have to be careful here, 
for he could be spotted as he moved through 
the open valley. He crouched again and 


moved slower, his body bent like an ape 
swinging along the jungle floor. About 50 
yards he proceeded, then his heart almost 
stopped beating: a shrill whistle had sounded 
far back. His escape had been detected! In an- 
other moment the guards would be overrun- 
ning him and dragging him back to that in- 
sea-infested hell behind the towering stone 
walls! 

Farraday knew his only chance was to dig 
a shallow grave and slip into it, praying that 
the darkness of the night would hide him. 
With a frenzy born of desperation he began 
to scoop up the earth at his feet; in a few mo- 
ments he had cleared a patch large enough 
for his body. He dropped face-down into it 
without a second’s hesitation. 

Almost before he had drawn another 
breath he was aware of a clammy tingling 
spreading over his exposed flesh. It was pitch- 
black, but he knew without seeing what it 
was that was swarming over him: he had 
plunged headlong into a nest of white mag- 
gots! Already they were tearing at his skin, 
their stinging pincers probing his cheeks and 
jaw, sinuous lines trailing into his nostrils 
and mouth. His eyelids felt as if they had 
caught fire . . . but Farraday didn't move a 
muscle. Even as he felt the stabbing pain at his 
throat and realized that the skin of his chest, 
inside his shirt, was being torn loose, he 
could think of only one thing. He was in fiery 
agony, but if only he could stay here in this 
shallow trench, the guards would never find 
him! And as his mind reeled and his body 
twitched uncontrollably as his blood trick- 
led from a thousand deadly wounds ... he 
was solaced by one thought, if the guards 
couldn't find him, he wouldn't have to endure 
the horrors of prison life again wouldn't 
be assailed by giant flies and the savage 
spiders! 



hey, hasn't ^ 

7 THERE S'POSE T'SE 
A BIS- BOWL SAME 
HERE T'DAY, MELVIN ? 
50 WHERE'S ALL 
THE PEOPLE? / 
k. s or 


=5%0 HAVEN'T ycu^Ss: 
7 HEARP, IRVIHSf THE 

FIRST ISSUE OF E.C.'S \ 
NEW HUMOR MAS- IS 
OUT. THE PEOPLE ARE ALL 
POWN AT THE NEW55TANR.. 
kSUVINOfiJu,-/ i 


THE PANICKY EDITORS OF: 

PANIC 

ROOM 7 Ob 
ZZ5 LAFAYETTE ST. 

N.Y.C., 12. N.Y. 

PLEASE SENP ME THE NEXT 8 
ISSUES OF PANIC FOR WHICH X ENCLOSE 
ONE COLLAR 0*1.00) 


YEP, KOO\tt<E.C-SmZ HUM0KMA5.PMIC 
IS ON SALE, so HUSK POWN TO YOUR 
FAVORITE NEWSSTAND AND SET VOUR 
COPY. HOWEVER IF YOU DON'T WANT 
TO MISS ANY FOOTBALL GAMES... 

IF YOU WANT TO READ PANIC 

AND SIT IN THE BOWL AT THE 
SAME TIME ... SUBSCRIBE! FILL 
OUT THE COUPON AND MAIL TO... 


STATE 



HERE'S A BUBBLY LITTLE tale op 
TITANIC TERROR/ I CALL IT... 



'retired . .oh, 

.EZRA. I'M JO. 

prJO/WK jg 


^YEP, MY SAIUN DAYS ARE 
OVER, milly. I'M A LAND- ' 
LUBBER, NOW. WEL L, where 
^DO I STOW MY SEAR? jg 


INTO THE PARLOR. 


r THERE'S ALWAYS ROOM FOR T JUST A SHELL, 

YOU HERE, EZRA. YOU KNOW/ MILLY, JUST TILL 
THAT. HOW LONS WILL YOU I DECIDE WHAT I'M . 

■f STAY? ^^^^^^soin' Y DO next. * 
nm&tfTVY y'see...they TOOK 

>• i IfOC AWAY NY SHIP, they 

RETIRED ME. -jgt 



f SHIP'? BUT.. 


/n- nothing, ' 

J MILLY? X WAS , 
MUST WATCHING 
THAT SHIP... ON 
JHE HORIZON f 


'l SAID WHAT ARE 
> YOU LOOKING 
AT WITH YOUR > 
SPY-GLASS ? J 


EZRA.' this 
IS KANSAS f 
THERE AREN'T 
ANY SHIPS ON 
THE HORIZON. 
THERE ISN'T <■ 
ANY WATER... 


^EZRAf WHAT ARE YOU 
■ LOOKING AT THROUGH 
► YOUR SPY-GLASS* 


One night, milly was roused out of a sound 

SLEEP BY HEAVY PAWS SHAKING HER ROUGHLY ... 


''EIGHT BELLS AND 


W LOUDER ,YOU^ 

BLITHERING IDIOT*, 

■ LOUDER f Y 


''DON'T "EZRA" MEf IT'S 
"YES, CAPTAIN JACKSON f 
REMEMBER THAT / NOW, ’ 
GET TO WORK, YOU^^< 
V t BILGE RATr>^XT 


It was obvious to poor MILLY THAT her older 
BROTHER WAS I LL_. MENTALLY ILL. THE SHOCK OF 
BEING RETIRED HAD BEEN TOO MUCH FOR HIM. HIS 
MIND HAD SNAPPED. HE FANCIED HIMSELF AT SEA 
AGAIN... THE HOUSE, HIS SHIP-.AND SHE, HIS CREW... 


( YOU CALL THIS CLEAN ? I WANT 
THIS DECK SCRUBBED TILL I CAN ^ 
SEE MY REFLECTION' UNDERSTAND f? 


That was how ezra jackson came to live with 

HIS SISTER MILDRED. AT FIRST, MILLY WAS VERY 
HAPPY TO HAVE HIM. AFTER ALL, SHE WAS AN OLD 
MAID.. .AND EZRA WAS COMPANY. BUT AS TIME 
WENT ON. EZRA BEGAN TO 00 STRANGE THINGS... 


From that night on, milly was forced to “stand 

WATCH" SHE HAD TO MOVE THROUGH THE HALLS OF THE 
OLD HOUSE FROM TWO A.M. TO OAWN, CARRYING A 
LANTERN AND SHOUTING- . 



X UNDERSTAND ONE THING, 1 
YOU SALLEY P/S. EITHER i 
’ THE FOOD IMPROVES, OR ^ 
IT's /RONS FOR YOU. AND 
k IT'S "CAPTAIN JACKSON".' . 
1' HEAR? |, mu ||ft 


Y-YES, CAPTAIN 
lb JACKSON f 


SO MILLY WAS FORCED TO EARN EXTRA MONEY TO 
AUGMENT THE SMALL INCOME SHE DERIVEO FROM HER 
INVEST MENTS. SHE HAD TO T AKE IN W AS HING... 
i^WHERE IN BLAZES ARE "^""rM.INTHE CELLARS 
YOU, YOU SLOPPY CAPTAIN. I'M OOING THE 

k. SEA COOK? J SNIP’S LAUNDRY 'jrf 


THE CELLAR STAIRS , SCREAMING. 


'you RE "BELOW", YOU DUMB 
LANDLUBBER. NOT "IN 
r THE CELLAR" " BELOW "t 


Y-YES. CAPTAIN' 
I'M .. .BELOW.' 4 


Ezra stood in the center of the cellar 

FLOOR, STARING ABOUT HIM WITH WIDE GLEAMING 
EYES- 


F PERFECT' PERFECT ' ^ 
JUST THE PLACE FOR MY 

QUARTERS. HERE. YOU.. 
► SEND FOR THE SHIP'S 
CARPENTERS . ..THE .gg 
.SHIP FITTERS . . . Jm I 


[jACKSON? 


MlLLY HAD BEEN A SCHOOL TEACHER IN HER YOUNGER 
YEARS. SHE'O WORKED HARD AND MANAGED TO SAVE A 
SMALL AMOUNT OF MONEY. SHE'D USED PART OF IT TO 
BUY THE HOUSE SHE NOW LIVED IN. THE REST, SHE'D 
INVESTEO WISELY, AND SHE'D BEEN ABLE TO LIVE 
COMFORTABLY. BUT WITH EZRA'S ARRIVAL, HER MEAGER 
INCOME WAS NOT ENOUGH. . 


f PHAAAH / YOU CALL THIS 
FOOD f YOU DARE TO FEED 
TH/S SLOP TO YOUR A 
CAPTAIN? YOU OUGHT W? 
TO BE STRUNS UP AND M 
V GIVEN TEN JASHFS Jm. 


BEST 


AFFORD 


EZRA? 


PLEASE 


TRY 


TO UNDERSTAND ' 


MlLLY WAS HELPLESS. SHE HAD NO OTHER CHOICE ... 
EXCEPT, PERHAPS, TO HAVE EZRA PUT AWAY. SO SHE 

CALLED IN A CARPENTER-A PLUMBER ... 

’ AVAST, PLEASE GENTLEMEN. 'WoH.COURSEJ WE 1 
UP THERE ?/ REMEMBER. HUMOR I MISS (UNDER 
1 HIM.' HE'S ... OtJ/TF M JACKSONM STAND 
g HARMLESS.. miss 



put OCEAN 


' CAPTAIN JACKSON 
SCENES BEHIND THE PORT HOLES./ 
hang SHIP'S LANTEPNS around. > 
PUT in a BUNK. A SALLEY. A HEAD. 
MAKE EVERYTHING AUTHENTIC. THIS 
taV IS MY SHIP/ - 


Ezra stormed about in the cellar, shouting 

OUT HIS ORDERS- 


Ship OUT THOSE windows. 
CLOSE 'EM UP. PUT UP FALSE 
WALLS. HA HA SONY PANELED 
WALLS. SET IN PORT HOLES. 
REAL PORT HOLES... THAT OPEN' 


'Below" in his ship's quarters, captain jackson belloweo- 


AnO POOR MILLY WITHOREW HER LIFE'S SAVINGS 
FROM HER INVESTMENTS TO PAY FOR THE NONSENSE. 


YSTAND BY TO OAST OFF. ENGINE ROOM, ^ 
FULL SPEED ASTERN, all HANDS, 

MAN YOUR STATIONS,. ON THE DOUBLE.. 


THANK YOU, l. 


"*,990... 5,000 DOLLARS. . - 

HERE YOU ARE, MR. GUNNER*/ MA'AM. I HOPE 

• — — T YOUR BROTHER 

> IS HAPPY WITH < 
( THE JOB WE DID', 


STRUCK OUT SAVAGELY. 


MlLLY CAME "BELOW" CARRYING HER LAUNDRY 
BASKET FILLED WITH THE WASH SHE'O BEEN 


■^YOU'LL DO THE LAUNDRY ON DECK, 
YOU SCULLION BEGGAR. 6ET OUT 
OF MY QUARTERS... J 


I'VE 60T TO DO 
> THE SHIP'S < 
LAUNDRY, CAPTAIN . 
IVE 


fWHAT IN BLAZES ARE YOU 
DOING DOWN HERE WITH 
L THAT? 




With her investments wiped out and the \ 

INCOME FROM THEM GONE, MILLY HAD TO TAKE IN 
MORE WASH THAN SHE COULD HANDLE IN ORDER TO| 
MEET EXPENSES. ANO EZRA'S ABUSE BECAME / 

WORSE AND WORSE. . . 

PfsCRUU UUI I IIA I ^TOS^Y-YES, CAPTAIN <3 


Poor milly would escape, every chance she could 

GET, AND LOCK HERSELF IN THE UPSTAIRS BATHROOM IN 
ORDER TO DO THE WASH IN THE TUB. AND AS SHE 
SCRUBBED, SHE WOULD LISTEN TO EZRA'S RANTING AND 
RAVIN^^^__. — - y 

WEAS£ THE HELM? Give EG MORE -^LsobJsobT/) 
r RUDDER' STEAD/ AS YOU GO' HARD 
APORTf STEADY ' STEADY SO yT J/ 


DRUDGE .' 


One HOT SUMMER'S DAY, EZRA 
5T003 AT THE OPEN, PORT HOLE, 
SHOUTING OUT AT THE SEA-SCAPE 
SCENE BEYOND ... . 


While upstairs, directly over- 
head IN THE BATHROOM, MILLY 
PANTED OVER A LOAD OF WASH... 


TUB OVER THE SOAKING CLOTHES 
SENT UP CLOUDS OF STEAM WHICH 
FILLED THE LOCKED BATHROOM ... 


AHOY 'AHOY THEBE' 

- SHIP AHOY' HOLD X 
EAST. STAND BY.' J 


Suddenly milly clutched at the excruciating 

PAIN IN HER CHEST, TOPPLING OVER... 


AND AS HER HEARTTAltEB AND HER LIFE FADED WITH 
IT, THE BOILING WATER OVERFLOWED THE TUB.POOLINC 
ABOUT HER PROSTRATE BODY, SINKING THROUGH THE 
BATHROOM FLOOR W v . 


GASP. 



In mis cellar ship's'quarters, CAPTAIN JACKSON 
LISTENED AS THE WATER, LEAKING DOWN FROM THE OVER- 
FLOWING BATHTUB ABOVE, FILLED THE SPACE BETWEEN 
THE FALSE MAHOGANY PANELED WALLS AND THE 


FOUNDATION OF THE HOUSE . . - 





Slowly the water rose in the cellar, boiling, 

SCALDING, BLISTERING EZRA'S AGED BODY. BUT HE 

STUBB ORNLY S TOOD FAST... 

t ^Kt^ABANDONSH/Pf THE CAPTAIN p ; 
£Wm( Mi^T REMAIN... M 


'ABANDON SHIPS WE'RE SINKING.', 


{ HEE~HEE' YEP, KIDDIES. THAT'S] 
my MORBID MARINE OFFERING./ 
EZRA FINALLY ENDED UP...\H \ 

HOT WATER '/ this is THtF/RSTl 

iCASE ON RECORD BY THE WAY, OF j 

’a captain going down with / 

HIS SHIP IN THE MIDDLE OF A > 
KANSAS PRAIRIE... in a CELLAR) 
AND NOW, i'll TURN YOU OVER TO ( 
^.THE CRYPT-KEEPER ) 
IS WA!TINGTo( 
SSg8**aBI& WIND UP MY REEK-' 
WsL RAG 'REMEMBER.' 

wWlif/'As W IF V0U ’ RE A FAN i 
7 #^ : J-f AN0 AN ADDICT, j 
JOIN THE E.C. \ 
m&SA* JB FAN- ADDICT ) 
’BYE, NOWf/ 


... Until the rising hot water reached his chin..his neck_poured 

INTO HIS MOUTH AND STEWED HIS TONGUE... HIS TH ROAT- . H IS LUNGS... 

WSMtoi / GLUGG 

W^jrT^T* 16 * / l GLUGG. J • 


THE CELLAR FILLEO WITH STEAM, CAPTAIN JACKSON 
STA66ERED TO THE PORT HOLES, SLAMMED THEM SHUT. 
THE PRESSURE OF THE WATER CRUMBLED THE PANELED 
WALLS - 



HEE.HEEf AND NOW, IT'S MORBID- MEAL- TIME. WELCOME TO THE HAUNT OF FEAR, CREEPS. THIS IS YOUR 
REVOLTING RESTAURATEUR, THE OLD WITCH. READY TO SUNG SLIME ..AND WIND UP C.IC'S MUCK- * 
MA6 FOR THIS IDIOTIC ISSUE, care for some SEAFOOD f well, here's A TASTY TERROR T/D-B/T J 
TO TURN YOUR STOMACH. I CALL THIS SLOP-SERVING. . . . 


Calvin reached for a knife, he placed the 

STRUGGLING LOBSTER, BELLY UIJ ON THE HUGE WOODEN 
KITCHEN TABLE AND GRI NNED DOWN AT IT. ,, 

HXlJ i I IT SPUT YOU fH 

lyWr OPEN... FROM HEAD TO IM 

SlwJfcllk tail... like so... Am* 



%D NOW, WE BROIL YOU ALIVE. 
WE LISTEN TO YOU HISS AND POP 
UNTIL YOU TURN ORANGE-RED 
AND YOU STOP YOUR SQUIRMING.. 


r HEH,HEH. HOW I WISH THAT 
X HAD SOME SENSITIVE 
INSTRUMENT SO that i - 
. COULD HEAP YOUR BLOOD- 
1 CURDLING SHRIEKS, 

. LITTLE UGLY MONSTER.. J 


Behind Calvin, the sea shell 

RESTAURANT'S CHEF SHOOK HIS 
HEAD as HE WATCHED HIS PJPLOYER- 


Calvin grinned. 


"jTmus TIower THE FLAME 

SO THAT THE NEXT ONE WILL 
DIE SLOWER f 


r WHY DO YOU TAKE 

such SADISTIC 
DELIGHT N < 
KILLING THOSE 
POOR LOBSTERS, > 
MR. DUGAN? 


THEM, 

JOHN? 


I PERHAPS... TO A E 
LOBSTER... IT IS YOU 
to WHO ARE UGLY, 

MR. DUGAN? 


HIDEOUS. 


A LOBSTER - 

UGLYf it DESERVES TO 
SUFFER, JOHN. ITS OWN 
UGLINESS MERITS AN + 
hv i/tfZ Y DEATH.. . Jm 


I HATE 


AND HORRIBLE 

CREATURES? HORRIBLE ^ 
CREATURES should JB 
w DIE HORRIBLY / 


LIVING THING, MR. 
DUGAN. NO LIVING . 
• THING SHOULD BE S 
MADE TO SUFFER. 


The lobster squirmed. Calvin forced the knife 

BLADE AGAINST ITS SOFT-SHELLED UNDERSIDE AND, 
WITH A SUGHT SAWING MOTION, CRUNCHED IT THROUGH. 
THE LOBSTER, NOW PRACTICALLY SEVERED IN HALF, 
STILL WRIGGLEO ITS SPINEY LEGS ANO WAVED ITS 
HUGE CLAWS AWKWAROLY..^ 

HOW X WISH THAT 


Calvin moved the thrashing split lobster onto 

A RACK AND SLID IT INTO THE STOVE , BELOW THE XlCK- 
BLUE FLAMES OF THE BROILER... 


Calvin stared into the stove 

AT THE BROILING LOBSTER. HIS 
EYES GLINTED ALMOST MANIACALLY 
AS HE WATCHED ITS STRUG GLING 
ABATE... 

DEAD, 





Meanwhile, at that vert moment, a few 
MILES UP THE SEACOAST FROM THE SEA SHELL 
RESTAURANT, A FISHERMAN GUIDED HIS INBOARD 
OVER THE TOSSING OCEAN SWELLS TO A CORK 
FLOAT FROM WHICH FLEW A TATTERED FLAG... 


The FISHERMAN PULLED UP BESIDE THE BOBBING MARKER 
AND PULLED IT INTO HIS SEA SKIFF. SLOWLY, TEDIOUSLY, 
HE HAULED IN THE ORIPPING LINE THAT WAS FASTENED TO 
THE CORK FLOAT- 


I CANNOT UNDERSTAND IT. ALL ALONG ) 
THE COAST, OTHER LOBSTER FISHERMEN 
ARE FINDING TWO, MAYBE THREE LOBSTERS 
IN EACH OF THEIR POTS. FOR TWO WEEKS ' 
, NOW, I HAVE NOT FOUND ONE...^^^^^A 


THE LAST ONE. IF THERE IS NOTHING, 
IN THIS ONE, WE WILL HAVE NO MONEY jr 
for FOOD/ jf y . jpniy 


Finally, the lobster trap surfaced, and the 

FOUL SCENT OF THE FISH HEAD, PLACED WITHIN IT 
AS BAIT, SEARED THE FISHERMAN'S NOSTRILS... 


Sadly, the fisherman guided his inboard back to 

THE BEACH WHERE A WOMAN AND CHILD STOOD IN THE 
DOORWAY OF A WIND-SCARRED SHACK, WAITING... 


EMPTY/ ALL EMPTY/ NOT ONE 
LOBSTER IN ART of my pots, if 


NOT A ONE, LUCY ! NOT ONE 
LOBSTER f I CANNOT jp-t 
UNDERSTAND IT. J mW 


YELL, AMBROSE: 
ANY LUCK ? £ 


The fisherman entereo his dingy 

SHACK AND SAT DOWN WEARILY... 


The child began to cry. 


'FISH/ the boy y' perhaps J 
needs MILK, LUCY. J TOMORROW 
LOBSTERS COULD ) YOUR LUCK A 
BUY HIM MILK. J WILL CHANCE, 
LOBSTERS bring/ AND YOUR POTS 
a GOOD PRICE, jWill BE FULL,. 

BUT I CANNOT l AMBROSE. A 
CATCH THEMf ^ 

MY POTS LIE 

r EMPTY/ T ' 


POPPA ...SOB. 


I AM HUNGRY. 


{TOMORROW ... 1 
TOMORROW . ..WE 
HAVE SAID THAT 
TOR TWO WEEKS : 


W PERHAPS 
TOMORROW, 
AMBROSE-, j 




After closing time that night, john, the chef, 

REMI NDED CALVIN... ■> 

■^^wtr TeemHe louT^C x'li Trick some up . 

V ON LOBSTERS,**. DUGAN. \ IN THE MORNING...* 
B IF WE HAVE A GOOD CROWD L° N THE WAY IMP GOOD- 
■ TOMORROW, WE 1 LL RUN OUT' \ night, john. 


THE SEA SHELL RESTAURANT WAS NOTED FOR ITS 
BROILED LOBSTER. PEOPLE CAME FROM MILES 
AROUND TO FEAST ON THE SUCCULENT WHITE MEAT 
DIPPED IN BUTTER SAUCE. CALVIN 'DUGAN DID A- 

THRIVING BUSINESS... „ : v, — " }. 

' THE LOBSTER was ESPECIALLY TtHANK YOU, 
TASTY TODAY, MR. DUGAN, ff MR. HINES. GOOD 
y. EVENING. COME 

I AGAIN- 


John nodded and left, calvin 

LISTENED AS THE CAR MOTOR 


After a while, Calvin left 
THE RESTAURANT. HE LOCKED UP 


He-MOVEO DOWN THE BEACH *0 
WHERE A SEA SKIFF WAS MOORED. 



Ambrose, the lobster fisherman, 

OF HIS DINGY SHACK. LUCY, HIS WIFE 
WITH SAD EYES... t 
r COME TO BED, AMBROSE. Lf I A 
[ YO U MUST GET UP EARLY. J LUC 


Ambrose stopped pacing . he listened, far away.ov, 

THE ROAR OF THE SURF POUNDING THE NEARBY BEACH, 
AMBROSE HEARD A SOUND- A DULL HUMMING SOUND- 


A SEA SKIFF..OUT THERE.. in 
THE NIGHT, so THAT'S /T F . 


WHAT /S IT, 
AMBROSE ? 


Ambrose pointed 


Ambrose was out of the 


OUT TO SEA. ..OUT 
TO THE DISTANT TOSSING SWELLS... 


Far OUT ON THE MOONLIT WAVES, 
CALVIN DUGAN LIFTED A LOBSTER 
POT INTO HIS SE AJ5KIFF - f> ^ M _ 

: SET EH TECH ALREADY 

AND I'VE ONLY RAIDED 

HALF OF HIS TRAPS ' 


DOOR 

OF HIS WEATHER BEATEN SHACK 
IN A FLASH^— . 

/^AMBROSE F / I'LL GET 
COMEBACK.' 1 HIM, LUCY F 

rLL G£T * 

mffjg**.- h/m ' ^9 


^someone's OUT THERE\AMBROSEr. 
THATS WHY my lobster \WAIT.'^ 
POTS ARE ALWAYS EMPTY. I 

SOMEONE IS STEALING J \ ' 

_ MY LOBSTERS. jnMR / 


Suddenly calvin looked 


Calvin struggled with his inboard, trying to start 

IT. THE OTHER SEA SKIFF PULLED ALONGSIDE . THE 
FISHERMAN IN IT GLARED AT HIM WITH BURNING EYES... 


UP. SCARCELY ONE HUNDRED 
ANOTHER SEA SKIFF GLIDED TOWARD HIM 


YARDS AW* 
SILENTLY.. 


ITS THE LOBSTER FISHERMAN. 
HE MUST HAVE ROWED OUT. ‘ 
THATS WHY I DIDNT HEAR HIM F 
1 VE GOT TO GET OUT OF HERE ' > 


SO.' NO WONDER MR. DUGAN 


HASN’T BOTHERED TO STOF 
BY LATELY to SEE IF I 
HAVE ANY LOBSTERS TO 
SELL. HE KNEW ' 





?NOf I WON'T TAKE 

YOUR MONEY/ IT'S J 
JAIL FOR YOU... .—7 

> jail... y \ 


Ambrose screamed. 


j you 

r FORCE 

ME TO DO/ 
„ THIS, ^ 
AMBROSE/ 


Ambrose snarled. 


f you UGLY THIEF ! ^-JXl PA\ 
YOU HIDEOUS MONSTER!) TOU, 

MY CHILD HAS GONE <AMBROSI 
WITHOUT MILK AND ( : fLL PA 
MEAT AND CLOTHES 
W BECAUSE OF YOUf 


Ambrose's shriek echoed across the heaving water 


The knife blade in calvin dugan's hand 


AS CALVIN PLUNGED THE KNIFE INTO HIS WRITHIN G B ODY 
AGAIN AND AGAIN... 


GLINTED IN THE MOONLIGHT. 


'now', x'llTave to KILL YOU, 
> AMBROSE... TO KEEP YOU 
A FROM TALKING ~ 


...And chopped a hole in the floorboards, letting^ 

THE SEA WATER IN... f— ? . M 


Then, calvin lashed Ambrose into his sea skiff. 



Slowly, the boat, with Ambrose's 

BODY, SANK BELOW THE TOSSING 
OCEAN WAVES... f —r •• 


Calvin started his inboard 

AND GUIDED HIS SEA SKIFF BACK 
TO THE BEACH... 


...AND LOADED THE BUTTERTUB WITH 
THE STOLEN LOBSTERS INTO HIS CAR 
TRUNK... C^TST^P**-—- -"^7' 


He'o started 


As CALVIN'S LURCHING CAR SPUN OVER, THE STEERING 
WHEEL SHATTERED, RIPPING INTO HIS BODY.,. TEARING ... 

slashing... 


ROAD AT BREAKNECK SPEED ...WHEN THE BLOW-OUT 
-■CCURREO... ; 


He lay there, pinned, squirming, his body almost split in two, 

AS THE OVERTURNED CAR CAUGHT FIRE AND THE FLAMES LICKED AT HIM 
AND HE SCREAMED AND SHRIEKED AND WAS BROILED ALIVE... 


HEE, hYe.^ - TH ATs STORY, kiddies'’ 

CALVIN ENDED UP like the LOB- 
STEPS -he’d BEEN STEALING. WHEN - 
I CAME UPON HIS BURNING CAR, HE 
was JUST ABOUT DONE. I WAS SO 
MAD. THERE WASN'T A DROP OF 
1 BUTTER SAUCE around.' and J 
TALKING ABOUT SAUCE , YOU'D \ 
BUTTER hurry up and join THE | 
E.C. PAN-ADDICT CLUB REMEM- ( 
BER, MEMBERSHIP IS LIMITED TO , 1 
\ ! 57,000,000 PEOPLE. SO DONf I 
LOSE OUT / GET YOUR FULL-COLORl 
CERTIFICATE , YOUR EMBROIDERED 1 
12— ^ ' ^1 PATCH, YOUR 1 

wallet identifi- i 
W zZw JjM? CATION CARD \ \ 

jfsA&E&MKIV AND YOUR HAND- / 

S0WE LAPEL PIP- 

F0R details,read 
c.k.’s column? - r 



at our Expense 


to become a 

Criminal Investigator 
Finger Print Expert? 

FIND OUT NOW 


You have everything to gam . nothing to lose! Here’s your 
chance to learn at OUR expense whether you have "what it 
takes" to become a criminal investigator or finger print expert. 

With NO OBLIGATION on your part— mail the coupon 
below requesting our qualification questionnaire. It will be 
sent to you by return mail If, in our opinion, your answers 
to our simple questions indicate that you have the basic 
qualifications necessary to succeed in scientific crime detec- 
tion, we will tell you promptly Then you will also receive 
absolutely free the fascinating "Blue Book pf Grime" — a 
volume showing how modern detectives actually track down 
real criminals 

Our Graduates Are Key Men in 
Over 800 Identification Bureaus 


So this is your opportunity' We have been teaching finger 
print and firearms identification, police photography and 
criminal investigation for over 30 years! OUR GRADUATES 
TRAINED THROUGH SIMPLE, INEXPENSIVE. 
STEP BY STEP, HOME STUDY LESSONS— HOLD RE- 
SPONSIBLE POSITIONS IN OVER 800 U S IDENTI- 
FICATION BUREAUS' We know what is needed to sue 
read — NOW we want to find out if you have it! 

Without spending a penny— see how YOU "measure„.qp” 
for a profitable career in scientific criminal investigation 
Mail the coupon today' 


INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 

I A Cor„tpond,nc, School Sine, 1916) 

40 , 111 . 


NEW! 1953 Space Commander 

VIBRO-MATIC “ 

WALKIE-TALKIES 


2 PHONES 
ONLY 



2 WAY 
SENDS! RECEIVES! 
VOICE -SONGS -MUSIC 


Thrills & Fun Galore! 



Check the Kind of Body 

YOU Wont! COUPON ^BELOW 


. . . and I'll Prove How EASILY You Can Have It! 



The Kind ef Results I Get: 


"I gained 1 1 lbs. 
and 4 Vi inches on 
my chest, 3 inches 
on my arms. I am 

pated.” 

— Henry Neven, Canodo 

"I gained 34 lbs. 
and increased my 
chest 6 inches!” 

— Stanley Lynn, Calif. 
"What a difference! 

Have put 3 Vi 

inches on my chest 
( normal ) and 2 Vi 
inches expanded.” 
— f. S., Hew York 
“Gained 29 lbs. 
When I started 


ighed only 141. 
Now 1 weigh 170.” 
— T. K„ New York 

“The benefits are 
wonderful. The first 
week my arm in- 
creased one inch, 
my chest two 
inches.” 

— E. M., Conn. 

"You changed me 
from a weakling 
to a real he-man. 
My chest has gone 
up 6 inches. 1 am 
a solid mass of 
muscle." 

— J. W., Montana 


J UST tell me where you want it — 
and I’ll add SOLID INCHES of 
powerful new muscle SO FAST your 
friends will grow bug-eyed with 
wonder! 

Do you want me to broaden your 
shoulders— put trip-hammer power In 
both your arms— make your 
legs two pillars of strength? 

Then just check what you 
want below. I’ll prove you 
can get it in just 15 minutes 
day— in your own home 
it won’t cost you a 

don’t care if you are 
15 or 50 years old— or 
how ashamed of your 
physical con- 

a vise-like 

I can shoot new strength 
your old backbone, exercise 
those inner organs — help you 
cram your body so full of pep, 
vigor and red-blooded vitality 
that you won't feel there’s even 
"standing room” left for 
weakness and that lazy 
feeling. I’ll wake up 
that 
sleeping 
energy of 
yours and 

hum like 
a high- 
powered 
dynamo! You'll feel and look differ- 
ent. Man, you’ll begin to LIVE! 

WHAT'S MY SECRET? 

• DYNAMIC TENSION”! That’s 
the ticket! The identical natural 
method that I myself developed to 
change my body from the scrawny 
skinny chested weakling I was at 17 


to my present superman physique! Thou- 
sands of other fellows are becoming mar- 
velous physical specimens— my way. I give 
you no gadgets or contraptions to fool with. 

When you have learned to develop 
your strength through " Dynamic Tension ” 
you can laugh at the artificial muscle- 
makers. You simply utilize the DOR- 
MANT muscle-power in your own God- 
given body-watch it increase 
and multiply double-quick into 
real solid LIVE MUSCLE. 

My method— "Dynamic Ten- 
sion" will turn the trick for 
you. No theory— so easy! Spend 
only 15 minutes a day in your 
own home. From the very 
start you'll be using my meth- 
od of "Dynamic Tension" al- 
fnost unconsciously every min- 
ute of the day— walking, bend- 
ing over, etc, — to BUILD THE 
MUSCLE and VITALITY 
you want. And you’ll be using 
the method which many great 
athletes use for keeping in con- 
fighters, wrestlers, baseball 


FREE 


Illustrated 32- 
Page Book. Just 
Mail the Coupon. 


SEND NOW for my famous book, 
"Everlasting Health and Strength." (Over 
3Vi MILLION fellows have sent for it 
already. ) It contains 32 pages, packed 
from cover to cover with actual photo- 
graphs and valuable advice. Shows what 
"Dynamic Tension” has done for others, 
answers many vital questions. Page by 
page it shows what I can do for YOU. 

This book is a real prize for any fel- 
low who wants a better build. Yet I’ll 
send you a copy absolutely FREE. Just 
glancing through it 
may mean the turning 
point in your whole 
life! Check the infor- 
mation you want (in> 
the coupon below) and 
rush it to me person- 
ally. CHARLES ATLAS, 

Dept. 1649 115 East 

23rd St., N. Y. 10, N. Y. 


CHARLES ATLAS, DEPT. 1649 

115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 


'Decvc C&vci&f C&&14 . otf- 

<5* OT&S clS : Send me absolutely FREE a copy of your 

famous book "Everlasting Health and 
many as vou like ) Strength” — 32 pages, crammed with pho- 
.... . . ' tographs. answers to vital health nups- 


( Check 

□ More Weight — Solid- 

CH Broader Chest and Shoulders 
O More Powerful Arms and Grip 

□ Slimmer Waist ond Hips 

O Better Regularity, Digestion, 
Clearer Skin 

O More Powerful Leg Muscles 
O Better Sleep, More Energy 


tographs. answers to vital health ques- 
tions. and valuable advice. I understand 
this book is mine to keep and sending for 
it does not obligate me in any way. 




